


~~~ 

















— 


THREE PENCE. 


PRICE 








The — Hunting _ by the Author of “ACROSS COUNTRY,” 
Will be published early in October, price 125, 6d. Tiles 


trated by G. BOWERS, with Twenty-two Full-page 
a ir T Fi d I Li Coloured Illustrations, and Seventy Sketches inserted in 
the text—aill of them descriptive of Incidents in the Story. 
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THE STANDARD 
LIFE ASSURANCE COMPANY. 


BSTABLISHED 1826. 


Life Assurance at Home & Abroad. 
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DANGER FROM EPIDEMICS. 


CONDY'S FLUID. 


Disi infectant known to Science.” 
The Times. 
Cc ONDY'S FLUID is the Only Per- 
riser. 
Cc ONDY’ S FLUID Makes No Smell. 
CONDY'S FLUID is Not Poisonous, 
CONDY’S FLUID, the Only Purifier 


CONDY’S FLUID, the Only Cheap 
Agreeable Disinfectant. 


SAMUEL BROTHERS 


respectfully invite 
> applications for 
PATTERNS of 
their NEW MATE- 
RIALS for the 
Present Season. 
These are for- 
warded post free, 
together with the 
ILLUSTRATED 
PRICE LIST, con- 
taining 250 En- 
gravings, illustra- 
ting the most 
becoming and 
fashionable styles 
of Costume for the 
wear of Gentle- 
men, Youths, Boys, 
and Ladiss. 





Eton” Suit. 


AMUEL BROTHERS, 


\NT TAILORS, OUTFITTERS, &e., 
Ladgat e Hill, Lonpoyn, E.C. 
HINDE Usep Co_p. Sureraad much more 
effective than Curling Irons. 
PI on Oe 
cnt HAIR . INVISIBLE 
SIMPLICITY ITSELF. 


sa ve ented Article. 
’ Pin aod label bears ‘CURLING 
tamp ‘Careléis’ Patent.’ 





NO MORE CURL PAPERS, 





BEWARE ces 2 PINS. tres Grove” | CLARKE’S 
me ela ”“|BRILL’S ee WORLD-FAMED 
Gey SEA i): ES BLOOD MIXTURE. 
arr nae WicAN 14d. per Bath S A LT Peer tae seg eee ic 
; - we Petes Ne cet 
Sir RANTTNG Invigorating and Refreshing. MANUFACTORY WORCE Cooma isa oes 








M°CCALL’S 


ANNUAL SALE OVER HALF-A-MILLION, 


PAYSANDU 


In Tins. Sold by all Grocers 
In various sizes, 14 to % Ibe 


OX TONGUES. 


DELICIOUS FOR BREAKFASTS, LUNCHEONS, AND SUPPERS. 








THE PUBLIC ARE WARNED 
to see that they are supplied with the 
ARGOSY proper. As the ARGOSY is the 
ONLY BRACE wita two Inpsrenpenr 
Comp ATTACHMENTS GOING FROM BACK TO 
Front, besides having other special features 


not contained in the imitations which | 


dealers, trading on the popularity and name 
of the ARGOS sy, 
extra t, insist on having the ARGOSY 
RA and see that the name is stamped 
on every pair. 
Or svenx Hosen axpv Ovurrittrr rHRovenovT 
tue Wortp. only, Central Depot, 6 & 7, 
Newgate Street, London. 





ays ~ 8 man of business, weakened by the strain 
our duties, avoid stimulants and take 


HOP BIT TERS. 


ou are a man of letters, toiling over your mid- 
t work, to restore brain and nerve waste, take 


"HOP BIT TERS. 


= ou are too fast, or if you are 
suffering from of ast over-ind 


HOP BITTERS. 


If you are married or , Old or young, suffering 
from poor health or ams on a bed of 
sickness, ta 


HOP BITTERS. 


—- you rapt oops & bn URINARY COMPLAINT, 
BLOOD, LivEa, or 
Nenves? "You wilh be « be cured if you take 


HOP BITTERS. 


WAUKENPHAST 
BOOTS & SHOES. 


GENTLEMEN'S 

TOUR BOOTS, %s 

Always the same. 
Always good 









LADIES’ TOUR 
this season better 
than ever, 26s. 
LAWN-TENNIS 
SHOES 


Haymarket, London, 8.W. 








introduce for the sake of | 


And always ready. | 











DRESS FABRICS 
At GREAT SAVING 
to the 
P URCHASER!!! 
L adies, send let- 


'r or post card 
and will 
ST 






Sample Pattern, 
Prices, of 
AD. 


Autumn 
Winter Season. 
New Srvctes at 
Prices to svir 
Jam Pv eens. 


REGISTERED TRADE MARK 


BRADFORD MANUFACTURING CO., 


BRADFORD, YOR 

The Bradford Manufacturing C= 7” =~ eding direct 
with the Public, have effected s revolution in the 
Styles and Fabrics of Dress Materials. Tnis is testi- 
fied by innumerable Press opinions. e 
paid to any part of the United Kingdom, on all 

yrders over £1. The Century ves, as exhi- 
bite d at the Health Exhibition, are in eyer increas- 
ing demand. Ke particular toaddress in full. Please 

write at once, and mention Puscua. 





“| TADDY & CO., LONDON. 


SMELL oF 17.54 





“You Syouip TRY THEIR, 








OXFORD.-MITRE HOTEL 


ONB OF THE MOST ECONOMICAL 
FIRST-CLASS HOTELS IN THE KINGDOM. 


MADAME TUSSAUDS 
EXHIBITION. 
Open from 10 till io. 


CLUB EASY CHAIRS, 











MANUFACTURED BY 


HOWARD & SONS, 
26, BERNERS STREET, W, 


DESIGNS ON APPLICATION. 








ELECTROPATHIO BELT 
ELECTROPATHIC BELT 


Cures SCIATICA 


ELECTROPATHIC BELT 
Cures GOUT. 

ELECTROPATHIC BELT 
Cures LUMBAGO. 

ELECTROPATHIC BELT 


Cures KIDNEY DISEASE 


ELECTROPATHIC BELT 
Cures EPILEPSY. 
ELECTROPATHIC BELT 


Cures PARALYSU. 
ELECTROPATHIC ipELT 
ELECTROPATHIC BELT 
Cures CONSTIPATION. 
ELECTROPATHIC BELT 


Cureg FEMALE COMPLAINTS. 

ELECTROPATHIC BELT 
Cures FUNCTIONAL DISORDERS. 

ELECTROPATHIC BELT 


Cures LOCAL DEBILITY. 


PATIENTS suffering from 


of the above ailments are invited to 

call at Holborn Viaduct, London, and gratuit- 

= test for themselves apparatus 

in curative electricity 

ConsuttaTion anv Avvice Fares Darcr, 

on BY LETTER. 

LECTROPATHIC' BELT 

E forwarded post free on receipt of P.0.0 for 

21s., payable to C. 8. HARNESS, 21, HOLBORN 

VIADUCT, LONDON, E.C. 
Send for Pamphlet, “ Execraorarmr; or, De 
Scorr’s Guipz To Heatru.” POST FREE FROM 


Pall- Mall Electric Association, 
21, Holborn Viaduct, London. 


“FOR THE BLOOD IS THE LIFE.” 




















18, New Bond Street, London, WW. 





After 


38 years’ successful trading as a Jeweller, I 


have decided to retire from business. In furtherance of 
this intention, the whole of my Stock is now on Sale at a 


very yreat reduction, 


I ask the favour of a visit. 
EDWIN W., 


STREETER. 


MR. STREETER’S 


Connoisseurs and Collecters 


STONES and G Rough end Cut, 


STOCK CONSISTS OF 
DIAMOND ORNAMENTS, CEM JEWELLERY, 
I8-CARAT GOLD WORK, ENGLISH KEYLESS LEVER WATCHES, 
RARE JAPANESE ART WORK, &c. 


w,invited to inapect Mx. STREEFER'S COLLECTION of PRESS 





also be included im the Bale. 
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THE VERY-MUCH-AT-HOME PARLIAMENT. 





HE great success 
<= that has attended 
Y ‘(oprC the holding of Ama- 
, iii teur Parliaments in 
4 various parts of 
London and the 
coun has in- 
duced Mr. Alderman 
Brown - Jones, of 
Belgravia Mansions, 
Kensal Green Road, 


City), to resolve his 
domestic circle into 
a miniature House 
of Commons. Sub- 
joined is an account 
of the initial pro- 
ceedings, which, it 
will be seen, like 
the reports of other 
Amateur Parliamen- 
tary Debates, is of 
a highly interesting 
character. 

The  President- 
plus-First Lord of 
the Treasury-plus- 
Chancellor of the 
Exchequer (Mr. 
Alderman Brown- 
Jones) having taken 
his seat in the 
Drawing-Room, re- 

uested the Hon. 


The Head of the Government. 
Member for the Store-Cupboard to move the Resolution of which she 


had given private notice. , 

Mrs. Alderman Brown-Jones, thus called upon, said she was 
ashamed to find herself in the present painful position. For the 
last two months she constantly urged the Government to make a 
move, but without the smallest effect. She had considered it her 
duty as Leader of the Opposition—(cheers)—to point out to the Right 
Hon. Gentleman at the head of the Financial Department, that it 
was absolutely necessary for the health of everyone in that House 
that the recess should be spent at the sea-side—(** Hear, hear /”’)—or 
abroad. (Cheers.) The younger members of the household were 
absolutely pining for ¢ of air (“‘ Hear, hear!” from the 
Member for the Nurseries), and the girls were losing their French 
from want of practice on the Continent. (Cheers from the Members 
for the Boudmr.) She to move “ That this Household, at 
the end of this sitting, do then 
disperse, to reassemble that day 
me siher . ee or 

Jieppe.’ Loud an olonged 
cheering, amidst which the a. 
Member resumed her seat. 

Master Buttons said he had 
much pleasure in seconding the 
Resolution of Missis—he meant 
the Hon. Member. for the Store- 
Cupboard. But before he said 
anything more he would like to 
know why he (the Hon. Member) 

only tenpence a week beer- 
money, when Cook—— 

The President interposed. The 
Hon. Member for the Domestic 
Offices was out of order. The 
question could not be’put. 

Master Burrons did not see that. 
What be wanted to know was 
w y Cook—he asked pardon, the Member for the Kitchen—had 
oR Cenpence a week beer-money when—— 

Bin President again interposed. The Hon. Member was out of 
order. The Hon. Member had best be cautious. He might go too far. 
Popes: Burrows said he did not care. As the President knew, at 
aoe 4 the month it was arranged that he should vacate his posi- 
he i rhngy not intend to seek re-election. (Jronical cheers from 
Beal - - Sor the Kitchen, supported by the Representative of the 

Captain PLantacenet BrowN-Jones qui i 

NTAG - quite agreed with the Hon. 
Member for the Store-Cupboard that a move should be made. But 


ee 





The Leader of the Opposition. 


what he wanted to know was—where to? There were lots of jolly 
places, didn’t the House know ? 

The President did not quite understand the drift of the Hon. and 
Gallant Member for the Billiard-Room’s remarks. Did the Hon. 
and Gallant Member suggest any particular spot ? 

Captain Pgawtacenet Brown-Jowes replied in the affirmative. 
unt him (the Hon. and Gallant Member) if he could remember 

Mr. Janvey asked pardon for addressing the House, but he should 

not be doing his duty to the Gover- 

; nor, he should say Government, if 

he did not mention that the horses 
were sadly in need of rest. 

The President asked the Hon. 
Member for the Stables whether rest 
without a change would not be 
sufficient ? 

Mr. Jarvey replied in the affirm- 
ativee He had done 

Miss Pr trusted 





his duty. 
. that she was 
not laying herself open to the ch 


of wapesoraany eer seranee but she 
did <hink, as 3 of Education, 
e arrived for the 
Resolution of the Hon. Member for 
the ag merge to be adopted. 

The President thanked the Hon. 
Member for the School-Room for her 
opinion, but should act on his own 
responsibility. He was quite aware 
that precedents could be quoted in 
support of the Resolution that was 
now before them. (Cheers.) But 
each particular case must be con- 
sidered on its own particular merits. 
In the present instance he could not 
five such a Resolution his support. 
Groans.) Owing to various circum- 
stances to which it was unnecessary 
to more particularly refer, the 
revenue this year been hardly 
sufficient to meet the estimated ex- 
penditure. Several Bills had been 
sent in more than once, and thrown 
; - $1, _. out (into the wastepaper-basket), 
owing to this painful condition of affairs. Besides, the Continent 
just now was thy, and had better be avoided. 

Mrs. Alderman Brown-Jones here interrupted the Speaker to ask 
him whether he had discovered any sign of this alleged unhealthi- 
ness when he went over with a friend to Paris for a fortnight at 
Whitsuntide ? (Ironical ing from both sides of the House.) 

The President said that was beside the question. (‘ Oh, oh /”) 

He had merely visited the French Capital to ascertain whether it 
appeared to be the metropolis of a 
country suitable for a seaside trip. 
(Renewed cries of *‘Oh, oh !”’) He 
had come to the usion, after 
the most careful consideration, that 
it was not. (Groans.) 

Miss TasrrHa TOMKINS was very 
sorry to hear this demonstration of 
dissatisfaction. Asa near relation 
to both the Head of the Government 
and the Leader of the Opposition 
(but oe — junior), . 
pained her very much to resen 
at what she was forced to deecribe 
as “‘aseene.” § to her 
honourable Sister no less hon- 
ourable Brother-in-law, and asked 
them to agree to an Amendment. 
If the French Watering-places were 
too expensive, why not try an Eng- 
lish one? (‘* Hear, hear!”) Asa 
visitor, deriving no t from her 
suggestion, she eould take a dis- 
passionate view of the subject. 

After consulting with the Leader 
of the Opposition, the President ; 
thanked the Hon. Member for the Best Spare- Bedroom, and informed 
her that an agreement had been arrived at, which it was hoped 





The Hon. Member for the 
Domestic Offices. 





The Hon. Member for the Best 
Spare-Bedroom. 


would be satisf to all parties. The details would not yet be 
divulged, as the still to be discussed, by himself and’ the Right 
Hon. Lady, the Leoden of the Opposition, in a post-midnight Cabinet 


Council. It was possible that the recess might be spent at Scar- 





borough. (Cheers.) [ The proceedings then terminated. 
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A WOMAN’S REASON. 


Algernon, *‘ Here ’s A HOUSE THAT SEEMS AS IF IT WOULD svUIT US, ELIZA; 
cLose TO Hypg Park CorRNER, you KNow!” 

Wife of his Bosom (passionately humane). ‘‘Wuat! Live NEAR St. GEoRGE’s 
Hospital !—AND HEAR THE SHRIEKS FROM THE Dissectinc-rnoom! Never!!!” 











RATHER ODD NOOKS AND CORNERS. 
(From our own Holiday Haunted Gusher.) 


BurscomBe! who has ever heard of it? Go and ask the mild-eyed ‘seafaring 
folk of Pinkney, the trim, bright, sparkling, well-to-do little watering-place, 
with its tiny Gambling Club, two opposition Italian Opera Houses, and lending 
Library, all in full swing, only a mile and a half away on the coast, round the 
corner, and they will shake their flaxen heads at you knowingly, and tell you 
‘not they.” Yet here it is, within twenty-seven miles or se of a single branch 
line, lying like some brine-washed jewel right in the very midst of a delicious 
tangle of limestone boulders, wild moorland, and impenetrable pine-wood, all 
piled up upon each other, till the resinous life-giving coves seem to bury them- 
selves snugly in the humming corn-fields around, and then dip suddenly down 
into the depths of the waveless sea-stretches of Mediterranean blue that lave 
the yellow sand outside ! 

And what yellow sand! I have been on the famed eastern coasts of burning 
Borneo during the solstice, and trudged, in search of nothing in particular, 
over the buffalo-rearing pazamentas of Guadaloupe; but I have never seen 
anything finer than the yellow sand of this coy, dimpling, little English bay. 
One minute on it is sufficient. Eyes, boots, mouth, neck—every pocket about 
you, are instantly filled. There is no getting rid of it. Che sardsard. And 
when you once have experienced it, you understand the) force of the quaint 
local couplet that has it, honestly enough, 

‘* Many may come to Briscombe Bay, 
None but a fool you ’ll get to stay.” 


Yet here am I standing in the window of the old Inn, having ordered a 
“snack ” for lunching-time, and a gallon of clear, sweet ‘‘ October,”—for I’m 
as parched as a lime-ki 


iln, and as scarred with brambles from head to foot as a 


wounded pecadillo fresh from the last grim fight that has settled Master Toro, ~ i English summer sky, 
cosas d’ yios, inan Andalusian arena—and as I give an enco ing touch AE Lg eg peal f A “bright little blithesome 
under the chin to the pretty fresh-coloured, brown-eyed Dorsetshire ie who | Briscombe again ! 
is laying the snow-white : 


} I " eloth, her four burly brothers, whom I had not 
viously noticed lying curled up with their long sea-boots on here and there about 
the room under’the rough old benches on the sandy floor, start up with an oath, 

‘. 


and ask me ‘‘ What I mean by it?” Buta half-crown between these good, hones’ 








souled, “ry pe) I scramble thseogh 
upsetting a few geranium- wi 
— soon settles the matter, and in 
x cas ove aa four rolling down 
combe’s ” gray 
style, contending or the 
“siller bit” they cannot 
characteristic lit 

But my bustling W 
come news !—that ‘‘ luncheon be a r 
down to one of the famed treats of B 
lobster, and raw sand eels. Nom d’un écrevisse! wa 
there every such royal shell-fish seen before? I have 
dined at Detmonico’s, and he r famous tinned 
Bluepoint pinchers, ‘‘ stuffed with hominy,” as a chasy 
café, and I have eaten your true sea de Tarragon, 
the common Ebro crayfish, by the dozen in the moonlight 
on the top of the Escurial; but give me a Briscombe 
lobster in pluribus naturalibus, and I will match him 

ainst the grottos of the Agean or the very storehouses 
of Billingsgate itself. Look at this glorious fellow! He 
is seven feet ten from eye to tail-fin if he is an inch, 
and, as we have to split his smo! claws, each the 
size of a chine of prize pork, but with more “ flesh” 
on it, with a coal-hammer and a eouple of crowbars, 
I think of Horace in his villa at Avunculum, and of 
that celebrated breakfast of 

** Milites ter rubros, 
Et triste feroces——”’ 

that caused his historic quarrel with Lucutxvs the Elder, 
But what eating is this! Fine, creamy, and full; firm as 
a bolster, and with all the flavour of a tapped tar- 

But I wash it all down with the “ 
and turn me out to take holiday stock of hospitable 
little Briscombe. Nothing much to look at from the 
Esplanade,—a few planks, mine Inn of scalded-lobster 
memories, some half-dozen Insurance offices ing out 
coyly here and there from the flash of pine-wood li 


here making a clean sweep of the shore, an old beached 
East Indiaman or two, the Battery. That isall! | 


make for this latter. Some of these fine angen Tg 
lazing about in their tanned picturesqueness, with 
wolsey kerchiefs, overalls, and oil-skins, gazing to lee- 
ward with that keen half-weather-beaten look that has 
stood them in good stead on many a dark Newfoundland 
night,—‘' These are the men,” I say barf yeom “ who 
will tell me something about the ways and manners of 
dear quaint little Briscombe.” 

But, as I near them, some clear off seawards, some 
mount the flag-staff, while others man a yawl, or cast 
about, in a ly gga, Serge of way, for a stray crab 
or two in - ag Cove. Not though my old friend, 
Coast-guard. He doesn’t budge. As I near him I note 
that the oolite is lying loose on the beach, while the Tozi- 
derma japonica (the Wild Throttlewort) is growing in 
blooming patches on the green sandstone lamina of the 
tesselated cliff. I have paused for not more than s 
minute on a red ant’s nest. It all makes a pretty pic- 
ture; and as I slip down over a couple of jelly-fish, and 
pick myself up, rather the worse for the tumble, it is 
easy to believe that this chuckling, unsympathetic old 
man before me is probably one of the descendants of 
that very Heweist who, with his sixty sworn followers, 


landed on this very spot thirteen centuries before, with 


F 


no luggage but the one single “‘ comb” between them, 
from which the place, ing to FULLARTON, is evi- 
dently named. But, as I write, I see the lord of 


the spruce little Inn that has given me such loyal 
luncheon fare for nothing—for I have not yet my 
bill—crunching the stout Dorset shingle under his feet, 
and ash staff in hand, hastening this way with a couple 
of South Coast Tiger-Mastiffs. So am I off for a ramble 
among the lichen-covered moss-grown L 
one sharply away from sweet winsome Briscombe, into 
the tangle of birchwood pine and heather that hides her 
from the profaner eyes of excursionising man. As | 
leave my new-found seaside 4 by ite en 
the coppice, I hear the bey good - 


on the beneath. urry on once more as fast 





Artistic Crvx.—The one thing that can never be wel! 
drawn is—a Cricket-Match. 
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THE VERY OLD SOLDIER.” 
re .. Ever-busy B, (considering). ‘‘ Way NoT ANOTHER ConreRENCE? Goop! ConpUCTED THIS TIME IN OUR OWN BEAUTIFUL 
_ vz. Betrer!! AND as JoHN BULL IS TOO INTERESTED IN BIS Domestic AFFAIRS TO THINK OF ANYTHING ELSE—HEM !—WEs 
SHALL HAVE TO Megt witHovur HIM! Best!!!” 








UNCERTAIN SEPTEMBER. 


“ 
oie the hottest Season!” But none, I’m afraid, 
The grumble with reason at heat in the shade ; 
p= tailors contrive coats of gossamer make, 
d snowy white waistcoats,—they don’t seem to take : 
At night you must carefully wrap up your throat— 
ou re sure to catch cold if you ’ve not a Great-Coat! 


we re dull and lymphatic and quite out of joint, 
yankee us rheumatic this Nor’-East point ; 
¢'re hipped altogether. But, still, may I ask, 
Lo come again weather in which we can bask ? 
ou’ll find that your chance of enjoyment ’s remote, 
you go out this Autumn without a Great-Coat! 





FasnionaBix Inreriicence.— Not in Town!” 


‘‘ De Goostibus non est Disputandum.”’ 


Te papers give an account of a Goose “that must have been 
eighty years old at the time of its death last year.” Now is this 
anything remarkable? We have known seve eese over eighty, 
we have met many geese over fifty, we have seen hundreds of geese 
over thirty, and geese of twenty are innumerable. There now! 





THE BETTER PART OF VALOUR,. 


Retreats, for poor drunkards, make progress, if slow, 
The Inspector reports. Dipsomaniacs know 

How “ retirement ” the dreadful Drink-demon defeats, 
So well wish a far faster Advance to Retreats ! 





Iuprovep ProversiAL Poease vor a Prominext Peer.— Black 
as my Hatfield!” 
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VERY MUCH ABROAD. 
( Notes of a First Visit to La Bourboule-les-Bains, Puy-de- Dime.) 


III. 
Nearing La Bourhoule—Objeets of Interest—Easy and Uneasy—On 
the Road—Arrival— Reception—First Impressions— Difficulties. 


Arrival at Laqueuille.—Hot, dusty, dirty, weary, and not in the 
most angelic temper, either of us. ‘till, as Curvers sticks to it 
that but for me he would not have come to Bourboule, I feel 
bound to make the best of everything for the sake of my own repu- 
tation as an adviser ; besides, if we were both to snccumb to melan- 


choly, the very strongest waters would never do us any good. 





Our Rosses at La Bourboule, and the oe Ranges Cocher who ‘*‘ drives’ 
i 


along thinking of nothing at all.” 

So I begin, as cheerfully as possible, by pointing out that it seems 
+ paley ccammelahioeeh! Is C hly. “Wh 

‘* Pretty country, !” growls Curvers, peevishly. ‘* y 
we can’t see anything a hundred yards away from the station.” 

This is not strictly the fact, but I admit there is not much to be 
seen as yet. 

‘*Wish to I had t a servant,” exclaims the gentle- 
man whose *‘ name is Easy,” adding, in despair, ‘‘I know I shall 
never get my things brushed. And then ”—turning to me with an air 
of supreme dejection—‘‘ who’s to unpack my confounded lu hed 

The Boots will do this, I suggest, or the Porter, or the ber- 
maid. But he sneers at the mention of each one of these domestics 
separately, as if, though they might be enough for the simple 
task of unpacking my else’s, it would be utterly 
wapasiting hic. lo toeae ana d What he 
unpacking his. He s asi were carrying dynamite. t 
means by “ ees ” is not simply undoing the straps, but taking 
everything out, and laying each article, from the button-hook to 
the slippers, in its proper place. The fact is, that for seven or eight 
years of his life,—during which I had lost sight of Carvers, and it is 
only just at this moment it occurs to me that I had lost sight of him 
for so long,—Dupiey Carvers held a sw ely important post in 
the East, where he was waited on hand ‘and foot b elling 
slaves, who, like sweet ALICE in the » ‘trembled with fear at his 
frown,” and who “‘ wept with delight” on the rare occasions when 
he deigned to *‘ give them a smile.” His every wish in that Oriental 
Palace was anticipated before it could be expressed, and, at first, 
before it could be even understood when it was expre And so, 
having been for eight years in the habit of clapping his hands as the 
signal for a hundred ebon slaves, more or less, to bring him his boot- 
jack, or his button-hook, or whatever it might be, it is no wonder 
that, in spite of his still 2 ing his name to be ‘“‘ Easy,” he should 
be a trifle put out at having come on a long journey to a new place 
without any servant at all, and so find himself reduced to clappi 
his hands as much as he likes, without any immediate effect toe | 
that of making them very red and tender. Duptey Carvers is 
emphatically a man whom a Leader-writer in any r would 
declare was ‘‘ born to be a Ruler of Men.” Quite so. Only he must 
have some one on whom to exercise this gift, and, at present, that 
one has been left behind. 

“I shall never get anything done,” he exclaims, wretchedly, and 
almost wrings his hands in the utter helplessness of his misery. 

_ Pour le distraize un peu (as I have before remarked, one does drop 
into French as Wegg did into poetry), I direct his attention to the 
Station-master of Laqueuille, who is very much decorated, with about 
half-a-dozen silver medals ing in a row on his breast, as if he 
had been convicted of uttering coin, and these were false i 
mens fixed on to him as a warning to others, just as a keeper —— 
up stoats and weasels on a barn door, or a shopkeeper 

dutfer”” halfpennies to his counter. 

The appearance of this Station-master makes CHIVERS very angry. 





, or any 
individually or collectively, to venture upon | deal 


speci- | keeps his back on it. I point out to him the 
racter of the rocks before him, but all he out is,— 
“Bah! seen the same sort of thing in 


—— 

He says he hates officials,—specially decorated officials,—and, mon 
ially, decorated French offici He won’t even 

to obtain renseignements from him about the omnibus to La Bow. 
boule. However, not much information is nneuneay, as here an 
the omnibuses all in a row, and, a little way off, some 
broken-down-looking two-horsed open flys, with very unprofessionz 
looking drivers, dressed as ordinary its, in blouse 

The omnibuses have four horses each,—and ! 
look as if another mile in any direction would shut them up alt). 

ther. The poor things their heads, as though ashamed of 
< seen b rs 7S r. A Ef if 
eir ,” how are going their 
loads, is a puzzle to = { unprejudiced person, for the pond de are 
by this time choke-full inside and out, being apparently licensed 1) 
carry as many as can manage to seat themselves without regard t) 
personal comfort. 

We debate whether it would not be better to take one of the o 
vehicles; but on being informed by a driver that his fare wil! hx 
twenty francs, we determine to take out the money’s worth o 
our railway ticket, which includes the ’bus. 

Cutvers is very angry. “‘ Twenty francs!—a regular ‘dp!’ 
just like ’em!” and he won’t even make a bargain. 

Ours is the last ’bus to start. We are on the roof of the omnibus, 
on a seat of peculiarly ingenious fopen-work construction, warranted 
to keep the traveller awake, and prevent his falling over the side. 

= at a beastly seat!,” cries CHIVERS, wrig . “Whats 
wretched old omnibus! Ugh!” Then, as I really cannot help agreciag 
with him, though I still smile, and oy by that simple means to put 
the best face possible on the matter, he goes on—‘* Did you ever 
such horses! Poor devils! We shall never get to Bourboule. We'r 
an hour or more late as itis! That’s what comes of railways being 
under State control!” And for afew minutes he is buried in the 
deepest meditation, from which I would no more rouse him than! 
would venture to disturb the Poet’s inspiration, for he is evidently 
revolving some tremendous of European Railway Reforn, 
which shall unite the Great Powers as one man, and be the inaugu- 
ration of a new Golden Era for France, consoli the Commercial 

iance between the two countries, putting an end to State mon 
and which, as an immediate but important result, will ter- 












































y st 
cannot even “* carry 


minate the authority of the ted Station-master at Laqueuille 
and bring to an end for ever the wretched omnibus service betwee 
here and La Bourboule. 


I am convinced that this is what is ‘passing through Cuive 
mind, but all he says, and herein he shows the caution of the tre 
diplomatist, is, ‘‘ What an infernally uncomfortable seat!” _ 

Again I draw his attention to the which really begins to 
be very pretty, though not, at present, an d. 

**T don’t think it’s a very friendly sort of 
subsequently find that the expression ‘‘ friendly” = 
in Curvers’s vocabulary, as he applies it, w 
mr tes at pres to everything and overseer his bed ia 

“Ah! of course!’ exclaims, ope » Jerking his. 
the direction of the driver, ‘‘ I thought 20—I knew he’d do it! Jus 
like ’em! Our stupid ass of a has waited the others 
have gone on; and now he is sticking close behind, and we shill 
have all their dust. What a pig of an idiot! What a beutly 
drive!” And them comes the melancholy refrain, which is like the 

wish to goodness I’d brought a servant 


burden of an old song, ‘* I wi 
I shall never get my clothes brushed.” 

It is a dusty, up-hill journey. The sun has come out strong f« 
the occasion, and the rosses (Anglicé, our ’osses,—first symptom 
of an international calembour) have come out weak. 

“* Oh, the idiot may crack his whip, and shout as much as he darned 
pleases, but he’ll never get’em up hill!” says Carvers, angrily. 

This seems to be the universal opinion of the passengers outside, 
who begin to express t pity for the poor animals. But no 
at present offers to lighten the load by fomnion. At last the hors 
come to a standstill. They don’t stir, no more does anybody el. 

“Dashed if I get down,” says Curvers, The Easy, with a t 
of the Oriental despot in his tone. ‘‘I didn’t pay to walk. Let's 
get more horses, or stand us a fiy.” 

However, half-a-dozen peemngee do take to the road. I 
too tired to walk. We have had no breakfast, and no refreshmen's 
omnes | abominably warm lemonade at Limoges, since dinner |ast 
night in Faris. ; 7 ster | 

‘ Why,” growls Curvers, “if one hadn’t anything the ms) 
with one, this i ernal journey would make some sort of medic) 
treatment absolutely necessary. Ugh! beastly!” al 

I point out the pi ueness of the scenery,—it is for the 
part a beautiful drive from Laqueuille to La Bourboule, with goed 
view of the Puy-de-Déme itself in far-off distance,—but 


—_—.. 
country,” he says. | 
: for a good 
in a bette 
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doctored, for you’ye got complaints enough,” I retaliate, speaking 
in defence of the beauties of Nature, and doing it as pleasantly as 
possible in the circumstances. My chirpiness, however, is only 
feeble just now, for hunger and heat and fatigue are beginning to 
tell on my naturally fine constitution ; and Cuivers’s complaints,— 
] mean his persistent grumblings,—are really infectious. | am posi- 
tively beginning to disbelieve in La Bourboule. Where isit? Up 
in the mountains? I don’t see it. There are no snow-mountains, 
too, as there are at Aix-les-Bains, and I am yielding to a strong 
feeling of disappointment. I was told that one of the advantages 
possessed by La Bourboule over any other sulphurous and arseni 
watering-place was, that it was high up and bracing. Well, I don’t 
see any town on a hill, except something on our left, which we are 
leaving behind us, and the uy-de-Déme, kindly pointed out to us 
by a fellow-traveller, in the distance. La Bourboule at last! 

“** And a nice unfriendly sort of place it looks,” says Carvers, ina 
hopelessly dissatisfied tone, as we descend a steep incline, and enter 
the village—or hamlet—or whatever it is, but certainly not a town. 

On we go,—the horses pull themselves together, taking us wi 
them, an canter down-hill, with reins anyhow, bells ringing, whi 
cracking, and driver shouting! Well may the driver be triumphant! 
Well may he be proud of his gallant team, which looks like a ‘“‘ for- 
lorn hope” of horses, whose arrival here at all is little less than a 
miracle. Hotel after hotel we pass,—all, apparently, of a very 
second-rate character, and each one, asit appears at this swift glance, 
styling itself ‘‘ Grand Hotel.” We are for stopping, but the Coach- 
man and his wild horses won’t hear of it. They are all for urgin 
on their wild career, and we can only puzzle ourselves as to whic 
is the hotel we ought to have alighted at, and how we shall select 
our particular Grand Hétel from all the other Grand Hotels. 

“T felt certain,” says Curvers, sarcastically, ‘‘ that your Grand 
Hotel was only a fifth-rate auberge. All right! Goon! Wish to 
goodness I hada’t come to the infernal hole! And who’s to unpack 
for me?—who’s to—— By the way,” he suddenly exclaims, 
“ where is our luggage P” 

I tell him that at Laqueuille I saw a fourgon being laden with 
luggage, and among it ours. That it would reach this place some 
time after us, was, I say to him, a ‘* fourgon conclusion.” But 
CutvErs has no taste now for a specimen of what the Calembour 
International Cie. (Limited) can do, and the Oriental Despot, whose 
name was Easy, can only unavailingly anathematise his own want of 
forethought, which has caused him so frequently to bewail ‘the 
man he left behind him.” (Good notion for a song this. To be 
suggested to CHIVERS, and even sung to him, in happier moments.) 

** What’s all this crowd?” he asks. 

He may well ask. From every hotel, inn, and pension in the 

place,—and, apparently, it is a perfect rabbit-warren of hotels, 
inns, and pensions,— troo out a crowd of bare-headed gar- 
cons in white aprons, commissionnaires with labelled caps, chamber- 
maids in costume, gamins of no occupation, touts, and porters. They 
are running after the omnibus like the gipsies on a Derby-Day after 
a drag, all chattering and ge at once, and directly we stop, 
they form a cordon round the vehicle, so as not to let one of the 
voyageurs escape, if they can help it. A gendarme in uniform 
stands by,—very much “ posed” apparently, as he evidently has 
only come there by the merest accident, and as far as keeping order, 
or — any assistance to the unlucky objects of this mobbing, he 
is perfectly helpless, 
_ We elbow our way through the crowd, the Eastern Despot carry- 
ing (much against his will) a heavy bag and an umbrella, with the 
air of aman who, if he liked, could suddenly pull out a warrant signed 
by all the Crowned Heads of Europe, and order off every one who 
dared to get in his way to instant execution. His autocratic manner 
is a little robbed of its impressiveness by his having to stop suddenly, 
put down the bag, and swear that he never will come out again 
without a servant; at the'same time regarding me reproachfully, 
to whom he attributes all his present misery, as much as to say 
that, as in his opinion I have brought him to this pass, I really ought 
to come forward and voluntarily relieve him of this intolerable 
burden. But my hands are full with a light waterproof, and a 
simple hand-bag that I can hang on one finger. My feeling is that 
Britons never should be slaves, unless somebody makes it very well 
worth their while. 

“* Where is your confounded Hotel?” asks the Easy One, queru- 
lously. I assure him that I don’t know any more than he pe a 

oud, 


I have the name of the proprietor in writing. I pronounce it a 
and, as if by ic, a reply comes at once, ‘* C’est moi, Messieurs !” 
rom a res bly d , good-looking man, with a bronzed face, 


and a dar moustache, who is lifting his brown straw hat in the 
air by way of salutation. ‘Yes, perfectly—he has rooms for us 
in the Annexe. He will show them to us at once. Will we follow 
him?” We do. 

“* Come, this isn’t so bad, eh ?” I say to Curvers, who has assumed 
an air of gloomy power, quite out of sympathy with the anxious, 
hospitable, and ¢ manner of our host. 

Voila!” cries the patron, with some little distrust of our pro- 


th| to soften matters, and to make the be 





bable iation expressed in his countenance, as if he had ‘ 
ex persons of quite a different type to what we had turned 

out to be, and it had suddenly flashed across him that a couple of 

dark rooms in a back street, without any chance of a view, were not 

exactly the sort of thing we should have chosen for ourselves. We 

do not like them. Duptxy Curves won’t give another look at them : 

in his of Oriental Despot he refuses to listen to any expla- 

nation. “‘ Allons donc!” he says, shortly and emphatically—‘' Ca 

ne nous convient pas! C'est triste, sombre, mal aérée! faites-nous 

en voir encore d’autres. Allez!” 

Our host looks ingly at me, but I endorse The Despot’s 
pve Tay bya t any attempt we Nn in - way of a 
suggestion for mporarily rearranging urniture, is only a waste 
of time, the landlord, vathes disconcerted, takes us back to the hotel, 
and shows us a — of rooms on the ground-floor, the only rooms 
at his disposition and ours. But they won't do; Curvenrs refuses them 
flatly ; and, | a scene, for our landlord is evidently a very 
excitable person, the blood is rushing to his face, I try 

of a bad bargain. Per- 


q 
ternately as the stern, dog English 
; Ble Oriental Despott'ts too teuch 
t dlord, who is staggered into silence before his mysterious 
and impenetrable guest. Curvers condemns the apartments as if 
the en wing of the hotel ought to be pulled down forthwith. 
** They ’re not —? he says, severely ; ‘‘ and, if you have nothing 
better than this, we ’ll go elsewhere.” 

I thought the attack on the sanitary state of the apartments would 
have aroused their proprietor, but it didn’t; he only protests, more 
in sorrow in anger, and informs us that he has nothing else 
to offer, but that if we will instal ourselves here, provisotrement 
he will take care that we have the best apartments in a couple o 
days. No; The Despot is not to be cajoled. [, meanly I admit, 
follow his lead. No! I am not to be cajoled either. Seeing the 
innkeeper fine in, and that all chance of a difficulty, with perhaps 
a@ case In local County Court, has blown over, I adopt Curvens’s 
tone, and second all his resolutions with the utmost heartiness. 

All this time I haye been, as it were, playing Jacques Strop to 
Curvers’s Robert Macaire. The landlord suddenly rouses himself, 
and makes an allusion to his loss. Cutvens is down on him at once. 
‘* We can’t take rooms that won’t suit us,” he replies, severely. The 
chance of a | difficulty (with Gendarmes, Avocats, and Juges 
de Paiz to follow) having again arisen, I go over, as it were, to the 
enemy, adopt the politest and most diplomatic (Curvens subse- 
quently stigmatises it as “ cri ”) tone, and describe myself 
(omitting Curvers) as ‘‘désolé,” adding, ‘‘ c’est dommage, mais 
c’est une énorme pour nous, comme fu entendu parler tant 
de bonnes choses de votre admirable cuisine.” 

This sentence, being rather a long one, takes me some time to 
arrange and produce ; but when the landlord has once grasped my 
meaning, he is 
disarmed. He ie, 
bows, and he ad- : io 
dresses me per- all 
sonally hence- — pon 
forth “Your. 
friend,” he says, ~ ~ 
“‘is all very we 
—I do not care 
for him; but to 
lose yor un 
sieur st distingué, 
as a client, that 
is what distresses 
me so terribly.” 
I am_ touched, 
and we are near] 
weeping in each § 
other's arms, ; 
when The Des- er cae 
pot, at some paces The First Example that catches my Eye of the Habitués 
off, and wi ¥ who drink the Waters of urboule. 
man to carry 
bag, shouts out, brusquely, ‘‘ Here! come on! Let’s go and see the 
Doctor, and ask him what’s the best hotel to go to,”—this is rather 
hard on the distressed proprietor, and I only hope he doesn’t understand 
English,—‘‘ or else we shall lose a whole day, and shan’t begin our 
traitement till to-morrow. We’ve got to have breakfast, too. Come 
on!” : 

lobey. Having nothing further to say, I explain, in pantomime, 
to th, Handi, Sa 7 ois net my ou mati, cad Sst 6 bee 
away from hi e society, muc my a“ ‘ollow 
Gurvane hk i , and am aware of the compassionate, almost con- 





temptuous air of the worthy hotel-keeper, as he shrugs his shoulders, 
ant uns 0 other customers, who are now thronging 
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A DAY IN THE COUNTRY. 
(From a Fresh Point of View.) 


A Day in the Country! O phrase full of cheer 

For the Town-dweller tired, at this time of the year! 
Well, supposing we make the experiment ! 

Pheugh! What a blaze Father Phebus sends down! 

It will parch up the Thames, and bake everything brown 

Near the terrible flags of that horrible Town ; 

But, where we are going, the veriest clown 

In freshness may dwell, in green her may drown. 

For—of course—rural parts must sustain their renown 
For healthiness, beauty, and merriment. 


The whiff of—the whiff of the—well, when you think of it, 
It smells like a sewer to one on the brink of it. 
It cannot be that though, of course. 
For indeed did our stout labourers dwell 
In the midst of this very iar smell, 
Their — over Town ’twere not easy to tell. 
yhere are we, and what is its source ? 
A hamlet—(that odour is sickly and faint)— 
That a GotpsmiTH might sing or a ConsTaBLeE paint, 
_ _ The dwelling of labouring swains. 
{t is hard by the gates of a Nobleman’s Hall, 
Near a Park’s noble spread and a river’s bright fall. 
Who would not be a gay agricultural “‘ thrall m 
To inherit such obvious gains ? 


For, of course—(just a sniff of Cologne, if you please !)— 
In the midst of the meadows, the hed and trees, 
Of the flower-scents borne by a health-giving breeze, 
"Neath the fatherly sway of a Noble at ease, 

The swains must be ha as larks, 
And regard with compassion the wretched slum-dwellers 
Whose pitiful tale has had so many tellers ; 
Grim Babylon's legions of buyers and sellers, 





J 





And these are their dwellings, those fortunate swains! — 
What tumble-down sheds! What defacements and stains! 
What an obvious absence of cisterns and drains ! 
The windows how shaky, how broken the panes! 
The whole how uncleanly and — 
That full fetid dusthole, that sink choked with slime, 
Are w Pancras. The foul hauntsofcrime 
In Southwark scarce show more of filth, stench, and grime, 
Or faces more pinched or more pallid. 
Those staircases shaky, those mouldering floors, 
Those damp rotting roofs and those hingeless old doors, 
Remind one of ‘‘ Goldgrubber’s ts.” 
But they call the sweet neighbourhood Paradise Green, 
And it isn’t a slum, for some pigstyes are seen, 
And Town cannot boast of their scents. 
The churchyard and cowshed are here cheek by jowl, 
Or else broken rain-pipe and soot-cumbered cowl, 
And piles of old refuse ill-favoured and foul 
Might make a Town-dweller suppose 
It was Horrible London he gazed on, and not 
The scene of the gay rural labourer’s lot, 
For plainly he could not distinguish the spot 
From the festering slum that is Babylon’s blot 
By the verdict of eye or of nose. 


Andchere, in the midst of these aight and these scents, 
The Marquis of Caranas gathers his rents, 

How happy the Marquis should be ! 
For what more delightful doing one’s duty 
By humble retainers midst health, joy and beauty, 

Pure pleasure and ral glee b 
Seems quite mediswval and nice, does it not ? 

rather reminds one of Watrer Scorr, 

Of the feudal and proudly paternal. 
And only to think that the same sort of thing 
Might so general be ; that glad rustics might sing 
In security sweet ’neath Nobility’s wing, 


Who knowing their London, like so many Wellers, To Lord Manners’ delight, if the Radical ring 
For music have Costerdom’s howlers and ag All the ways of the right Good Old Times would not fling 
For greenness the Squares and the Parks. Into ‘‘ Progress’s” cauldron infernal ! 
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COMPLIMENTS OF THE SEASON. 


W. E.G. “I CONGRATULATE YOU, FARMER, ON YOUR SPLENDID HARVEST.—I ONLY WISH OURS HAD 


BEEN AS GOOD AT WESTMINSTER.” 
s “EN. ’ ;” 
Faruer Buu. “ DON’T BE DOWNHEARTED, SIR. MAY-BE YOURS’LL COME ALL RIGHT IN OCTOBER: 
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ARTIST ON THE BRAIN. 
(A Song from the Sea-side. ) 

I aways did love Walberswick, and have in olden time 

Immortalised its lonely shores, in senti yme; ° 

But now the place is filled 
with crowds of men, and 
many a lass, 

And white umbrellas spot 
the beach like mushrooms 
on the grass; 

In ancient days the harbour 
was poetically drear, 

But now it’s crammed with 





Artist folk, those Pain- 
ters on the Pier. 

They sketch the Ferryman’s 
old hut, the reeds that 
sway and nod, 

The Murmur of the Tied. yunocof Guano Miter 
‘ODD; 


And Lady Amateurs are there, who morn and evening flop 

Round Artists of the other sex, and talk supremest ‘* shop.” 

Oh, would that I might never see a canvas any more, 

Away with all your “ turps” and tubes, oh, smudgers on the shore. 


I take a boat, and sail outside to where the breeze blows stiff, 
And grisly bones diversify the face of Dunwich Cliff ; 

When lo! a sketcher on the sea uncomfortably floats, 

And several canvasses are seen outspread in heaving boats. 

They come to haunt my midnight dreams, I see them in my sleep, 
Those everlasting drawing-boards of daubers on the deep! 


I’ll try a voyage in the air, I’ll hire a big balloon, 
And soar towards the midday sun, and interview the moon ; 
And even then I’m sure to meet the Amateurs on high, 

Still perpetrating libels on the unoffending sky ; 

They ’re rampant upon sea and land, and yes, I do declare, 
There comes another through the clouds, an Artist in the air. 


I'll paint myself with Vandyke Brown, and eke with Naples Red, 
And Crimson e and Cadmium shall flame upon my head ; 

A suit of Double Elephant shall be my daily wear, 

And “‘ Siecatif de Courtrai”’ shall anoint my flowing hair ; 

So brim the nan bang turpentine, nor deem that I’m insane, 

For since I’ve been to Walberswick, I’ve Artist on the Brain ! 





ROBERT ON THE RIVER. 


Berne reg’lar beat by the blazing hot Haugust wether, I took 
refuge for a hole week on the banks of our bootiful little river at 
Streetley ; and if ever there was a lovely place for a poor red-hot 
Waiter to go and cool hisself in, and, indeed, for any other poor, 
prespiring, nna man as wants to cool his poor, feverish brane, 
as well as his werry hot Corpus, as the French says, I should at 
wunce say as that place was Streetley. I don’t suppose as there’s 
any other diffurent place exactly like it anywheres for real fun. 
Everybody, of ‘coarse, lives on the river, and dresses accordingly, 
and wunderful dresses sum on ’em is. Many on ’em comes out in 
stripes like the a —— One on ’em—quite a swell, too, 
I’m told, wen in London—dresses like a Wasp, in yeller and brown 
stripes ; and they say he so astonishes the reel Waspes, that they 
keeps a respectf distance from him. You sees’em all a starting 
of a morning for a watery =a, with the black clouds a rolling 
up, and soon down cums the rain ; but that don’t matter to them— 
they never comes home till evening, and then they cums ea-larfing 
and a-singing away, to think what fun it is for all on ’em to be so 
jolly wet through. 

e natives here, I ’spose, is mostly wegetablearians ; and if what 
they eats is anythink e wot I had. to eat at the Helltheries, wen 
~-for the first and only time in my long perfeshnal career, I dined 
for sixpence—I as they enjoys it more nor Idid. But we 
have our little Butcher’s shop—but it’s only opened twice a week ; 
and isn’t there just a mob on us a waiting for it to open! It is so 
a jolly! Fancy an Hed Waiter a waiting for ours for the 
arrival of a Hed Butcher, before he can git his umbel chop or his 


bitter steak. The thing's ridicklus—but it’s orfully jolly. Why, 
siteh is the state of fammin on a Monday, that I tin o sala 


m Counsilman and a Corporation Hofficer a apeitagabent in 


the rain, arsking every boddy as they met where they could 
git a bit of meat for dinner, as they a so jolly sick of tin meat; 
i ! Wotachange from their usual life of 
ucksery 





wi was a-living in a Boat Ouse that was ankered when they 
wanted to stop, and towed along by an horse wen they wanted to 
go, and a nice comferable life it must be if you don’t want no walk- 
, and don’t mind waspes and big flys. 
found called him, was a old pal of 


: as their Majer Domo, as they 

mine, who hed bin in dhe Marines, one of that singlar class as is 80 

werry pertickler as the stories you tells ’em, and from him I 

tern sum <o — of Beat Susing. & ome they do have 

; y She waspes. The mon Counselmen, it seems, 

is wunderfool fond of marmerlaid, and so, it seems, is Streetle 

w the fite they has every morning at brekfas is sumthin 
The ut the floor 

a feeld of battle 


on 

too, of wot he calls his kitchin, is sumtimes so black 

he says he was sometimes obligated to light half a 
it about the sealing, wen they fall down ded 

that he shoveled ’em on the fire like coles. Weather 

pertickler in the stories they tells as in the stories 


00 dillicate a question for me to ask him 
but he allers looked pertickler serious wen he told me a ree 
spose it was all ri 


c 

all rite 
they had bin gitting on werry well, they had ony bin 
stuck fast aground sbout four times in the week, and wunce bin 
} wend Laci y of rain and wind in the pitch dark, to find 
th ives a swinging round like a tea-too-tum. Their principle 
bevy es had been pertickler fortnate, having 
caught nice jacks, two daces, and sey'ral carps, 
ave caught even more if the sun- 
bin so disgusting brite, that the fishes came and had a 
and then swum quietly away with quite a little 


lies al 


ai 


us ard up for wegetables, at one 
place, that he was sternly ordered to get sum taters, sum wheres, 
hows, but not to show his face again till he had got ’em. 
t’em! How, he declined to tell me, but he did let out 
that that same nite he was woke from his sleep of hinnocence by a 
loud woice ing, ‘‘ Who stole the taturs?” And he s 

= $e prespiration to find, to his delite, that it was only a 

am 


They had a old Common Counselman a board one nite, to dinner, 
and after about two bottles of Shampayne it took two lanterns to lite 
him home. I spose if he had had 3 bottles he wood have wanted 
3 lanterns. As the prowerb says, bottle of Sham and a lantern, a 
lantern and a bottle of Sham. They did not see him nex day till 


late in the hevening ! 
I should think as I’ve got the most comical little bed room in all 
England, let alone ‘Hod y It’s so jolly low, that if I ain’t we 


pertickler, and one carnt be allers a-thinking about low things, 
nocks my pore Hed against the sealing in certain parts, and the floor 
is that uneven that it amost made me see sick a-rolling about it, till 
I got my see legs on, as the saylors says. It’s lucky for me as I 
appens to be werry fond of music, for there’s a werry young lady 
nex door oo age sy Oe “* God save the Queen,” and the industrous 
way in which she keeps on a-pounding away at it nearly all day 
long, is most creditabel to her, and I have no dowt that, in another 
month or two, she’ll be amost gece in it, even including the 
second part. I found it so werry diffecult to put on my best k 
coat without a-whitening all my sleeves, and nocking great dobs of 
plaster off the sealing, that I now puts it on in the front garden, 
witch is just a little auckard wen it’s a-poring with rain. i 

My little chest of draws is quite a conunderum, the riddle is how 
to open my draw? I’m ony alloud one. There’s two little nobbly 
handels which I nat’rally takes old of, and finding ’em stick, I gives 
a good pull, and out they both comes, and down I goes on my back. 
It is so jolly at first, but tires on reppytition. I’m sorry to say as 
my not werry long Wacation is amost over, and I shall soon have to 
leave the brite and soothing river, and the pure and helthy hair, 
and the lovely walks of butiful Streetley, for the much abused but 
grand old City, where I had my berth originally, and where, thank 
goodness, I has a werry good one still. Rosmar, 





Bull to his Party Baiters. 


RECRIMINATION is vexation, 
Reviling is as bad ; 

Your fiddledee it puzzles me, 
And your shindy drives me mad! 





Pewny-Wisr sur wor Pouwn-Foorisn.—The ‘ Penny Dinners 
for School-Children” Movement. ‘‘ More power to it!” says Mr. 
Punch. §8o little stint does there appear to be in the meal supplied 
for this small sum to poor or neglected School Board children, that 
pat pe’ may almost say, “‘In for a penny, in for a pound ”—of 
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THE TRIPPER. 
By a Resident, 


Wuart does he come for ? 
What does he want ? 

Why does he wander thus 
Careworn and gaunt? 
Up street and down street with 
Dall vacant stare, 

Hither and thither, it 
Don’t matter where ? 


What does he mean by it? 
Why does he come 

Hundreds of miles to prowl, 
Weary and glum, 

tlinking at Kosmos with 
Lack-lustre eye ? 

He doesn’t enjoy it, he 
Don’t even try! 


Sunny or soaking, it’s 
All one to him, 

Wandering painfally— 
Curious whim ! 

Gazing at china-shops, 
Gaping at sea, 

Guzzling at beer-shops, or 
Gorging at tea. 


Why don’t he stay at home, 
Save his train fare, 

Soak at his native beer, 
Sanday clothes wear ’ 

No one would grudge it him, 
No one would jeer. 

Why does he come away ? 
Why is he here? 

——SS 

THE GAY SCIENCE. 
Tue following Advertise- 


ment in the Daily News fills 
is with dismay :-— 


I yk AMATIC CRITICISM.— 
LADY PUPIL WANTED, 
to write rough drafts of criticism 
n return for free admission to 
London theatres.—Addreas, &c. 


We always thought criti- 
cism was the work of earnest 
and cultured Gentlemen, who 
were paid an enormous 
to remove them from the 
temptation of chicken and the 
blandishments of champagne. 
And now we find that the criti- 
cism is to be done “ in return 
for free admission to London 


theatres.” Can this account 
for the sence of certain 
weird Ladies taking elaborate 


notes at first representations 
and private views? Let us 
hope not. Let us hope the 
whole thing is not true. 


— 





Pope Misapplied. 


Some morbid, half-admiring 
surprise has been expressed at 
the blatant boldness of that 
peculiarly brutal Hoxton Bur- 
giar. It has even been sug- 
gested that his career of crime 
resulted from a fixed idea— 
owing to a slight misreading 
of Porr’s poetical dictum— 
that— 

“* Whatever is is Waiont's !” 


Tae Reat “ Brerer Enp.” 
That of a bad Cigar. 





J 


PUNCH’S OCCASIONAL FABLES. 


‘‘ The bearings of it lie in the application.” —Jack Bunaby. 





: 


ust 


Ali 


—— 


THE MAMMOTH AND THE GLACIER. 


A Mamoru, proud of his prodigious bulk, 
Reared o’er the land like some colossal hulk 
Of ancient Ark or Argo, 
Riding the suppliant surges, thought to stem 
Primordial forces, and to lay on them 
His veto and embargo. 


** Stable midst universal flux,” he cried, 

**T’ll stay the torrent, I'll arrest the tide 
At will, and all Creation 

For my firm fixity may well be grateful, 

As something steadfast, solid, firmly fateful, 
’Midst general agitation.” 


A Glacier heard these vauntings vain, thrasonic, 
And smiled a smile so icily ironic 
The Mammoth, madly furious, 
Shouted ‘‘ Oho! You fancy Me you’ll frighten ? 
You think to play the Thunderer to my Titan ? 
1’ll prove your power spurious!” 


His bulk he planted in the Glacier’s course. 
The Glacier moved with calm resistless force, 
Silent, and stern, and strifeless, 
And when some million years had cycled round, 
Deep in its icy vastness mewed, men found 
The Mammoth, prone and lifeless. 


Moral. 


Movement’s the law of Cosmos. Imbecility 
Chaos would bring again by immobility. 


True Mopesry.—A paragraph-writer in our evening papers, suffering, 
as usual, from a severe access of Gladstonophobia, says, 
to assert dogmatically that the most fatuous man in 
There is a fine absence of 


that the claims of the “‘ Moloch of Midlothian” to supremacy in fatuity 
are su 


Je do not like 
e world is found.” 
tism here. But when he goes on to suggest 


to his own, one feels at once that self-abnegation has been 
a little too far. After you, Sir! 





PLAGUE AND PADDING. 


Nowis the Harvest Season on— 
(Say not the Season silly)— 
The Aristocrac a are 
Away from Piccadilly. 
Now — are out of form, 
And custom fails the 


Whilst insect-plagues begin to 
swarm 
Particularly in the papers. 
Of Gop San ’s one peculiar 


in 
Which has, as yet, ’scaped 
mention, 

But may be to the public mind 
Commended for attention ; 
That is to say, a certain “cuss,” 

Unmark by news-pro- 


viders, Mes 
Which just at this time 
troubles us 
}.Much worse than fleas or 
spiders. 


The ‘‘ Harvest Bob” folk name 
this thing, 
Which oft at present rankles, 
With irritating bite, or sting, 
In chief about your ankles. 
So, now — ye Professors, 


wri 
Your letters on this “ cre- 
Which you may call, almost, 


or quite 
A sort of British ‘‘ skeeter.” 





MUSICAL MAID- 


SERVANTS. 
** A grat who could make 
melted butter and waltz 


equally well,” was in times 
gone by looked upon as a com- 
bination of the useful and 
ornamental—somewhat exce 
tional. Education has e 
vast strides since those times, 
and we look for talents in our 
servants no 8 which we 
should have considered rare in 
their mistresses. At least it 
would appear so from the 
following Advertisement in 
the Daily Telegraph :— 


IRL.—WANTED, respect- 
able young girl, to assist in 
domestic duties during day, and 
play piano in wine vaults evenings. 


It is a pity the Advertiser 
does not say what wages are 
to given. They surely 
should be something substan- 
tial. A girl who, in addition 
to being a and 
young, is capable of assisting 
in domestic duties during the 
day, and able to “ the 

i +? <4 wine — 
at eventide, ought surely | 
command a very substantial 
remuneration. 





Toe Dvr or Buretars 
Convicrep or Carryine Re- 
VOLVERS. — Bad conduct 
Stripes. 





Aw Avtumn-matic Break. 
—The Prorogation of Parlia- 
ment. 
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ON THE MOORS. 


The Laird’s Brother-in-law (from London). ‘‘It’s VERY STRANGE, LACHLAN ! 


I’m HAVING No LUcK !—AND YET I SEEM TO SEE 


Two Brrps IN PLACE oF ONE? THAT WAS SURELY VERY STRONG WHISKEY YOUR MASTER GAVE ME aT LuUxca!” 


Keeper 
o’ THE Twa!!” 


. **Mayse AYE AND MAYBE No—THE WHUSKEY WAS GOOT; BUT ANY WAY YE DINNA MANAGE TO HIT THE Ricut Binp 








“LOOK HERE UPON THIS PICTURE, AND ON THIS!” 


Mr. Poncu, Sir, 

_ SEVERAL people not very well acquainted, I presume, with 
the ordinary progress of a dramatic career, have erroneously assumed 
that, in his projected production of Hamlet at the Princess’s, Mr. 
Witson Barker had made up his mind to take, so to speak, a flying 
leap into SHAKSPEARE, and essay now, for the first time in his life, the 
= of the lugubrious Dane. Now this nonsense, for it is well 

nown that my worthy young friend has already startled the pro- 
vinces with his remarkable impersonation of the character, is the 
direct outcome of that foolish idea so common nowadays in the 
minds of most youthful aspirants for stage notoriety ; namely, that 
eminence on the boards is to be secured at a jump, and need in no 
way be the legitimate fruit either of much vicissitude or of intelli- 
gent perseverance and real hard work. 

What I want to make clear is, that whatever you may do with 
Hamlet, with your foot firmly placed on the last rung of the ladder, 
there is — a day when you have to deal with him modestly as you 
timidly tread the first. Mr. Witson Banrert, believe me, has gone 
through it. It is a wholesome experience. Let me recount my own. 

At the - age of nine-and-twenty, in the year 1834, just fifty 
bens ago, Sir, after having placed myself for eighteen months in the 

ands of a dis i =| retired Tragedian, who grounded me 
peat, on) in all the technical business, I, on the first of April—I 
remember the date well—finally determined to make my first appear- 
ance as Hamlet at Little Grinton, where my good instructor had, as 
arranged in our terms, secured me a three-nights’ engagement to 
show them what I could do, and prepare myself for taking the town 
by storm the very next month. 

There were some drawbacks to the success of my undertaking, for 
my hired dress, a ny HY one, elaborately adorned with jet, had 
fred to appear im the oly coproeeh ttle apraral in the ood 

appear in a to sable a el in the 
wardrobe—a sort of loose out of black calico seballe covered with 


a 








cabalistic signs of silver tinsel, and worn in the previous Christmas 
Pantomime (so I afterwards ered) by Silkstonobolos, the Coal 
Demon. However, by taking it in considerably in the legs, and 
wearing on my head half a tray of f umes that I was for- 
tunate enough to pick up very cheap at a the same afternoon, I 
managed to invest the attire with sufficient character to me 
decently through the yt though the shoes being inconveniently 
large, my action was twp ey hampered to that extent that on 
every entrance I made after about the commencement of the 
a 1 Cen with a good-natured, though persistent cry of, 
Goi ippers 

Add to this that the Ophelia of the occasion the Prompter’ 
mother, - that the —'_ oy who i the Ghost had been toa 


wi _wWw 
champagne, and was through our 

impression I was the bride’s father that whenever I took my cue he 
struck battlements with a knife he had a tly 
brought away with him by mistake, and shouted, “ Hear! hear!” 
And you can, Sir, Te that my final exit amidst a shower of 
, an think ’ 


ex 
the lndder—but took the lesson to heart ee Li os 
o cut a story short, & y accepted ollowing 

engagement to play Joko the Monkey, a y, 
Cannibals of the Pacific. This was not King 
years I was cast for Banquo by mistake, and got my cha 
then I have risen step by step—I ae wy 

them in detail—to my present proud position. No, Sir— 
there is no taking Suaksrxane at a leap 
humbly and patiently, aan ove 


ar essayed with —— ~ 
m subscribe m art 
euuateetrek, 


B 
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No. XIIJ.—Snop versus Sport. 


A Brsrwess Man was Bazzarp !—so men said 
With fine finality of compliment, 


ee 


And that sagacious wag of sapient head 
With which the oracles of cent-per-cent 
Seal their applausive tributes. He was red, 
totund, and boisterously confident ; 
With eye as cold and blond moustache as pendent 
As those of Stagedom’s youthful Squires-attendant. 
‘‘ Something in China,” in a spacious way, 
His intimates declared him ; but ’twere mockery 
To hint that Bazzarp’s — found full play 
Within the compass of a trade in Crockery. 
That showy Cob, those Orchids, choice and gay, 
That natty rose-grown Villa, called ‘* The Rockery,” 
And its presiding spirit doubtless drew 
From deeper founts than a smart Salesman’s “‘ screw.” 


‘‘Pooh! Bazzarp knows his book,” smiled Smmon Furr, 
His constant chum, and crafty monitor. 

Srion was nothing, save a splendid ‘‘ whip,” 
A billiard-crack, and fifty small things more ; 

But any chance those fingers slim let slip, 
Any advantage that he failed to score, 

Or any quarry that escaped his catching 

Was little likely to be worth the snatching. 


A Business Man! Civic Philistia 

Makes that ideal its peculiar Dagon ; 
That phrase leaves very little more to say. 

What means it? One who is content to fag on 
In Mammon’s dusty mill from day to day, 

Play the St. George to Poverty’s grim Dragon, 
By toil that relaxation dares not hazard ? 
Well, ’twas not altogether so with Bazzanp. 


But he was sharp, oh, needle-sharp indeed ! 
No pachyderm who prowled primeval slime on 
Was hungrier, or Seales in his . 
Mistrustful too, a very Cockney Timon 
Or cynic of the Apemanthian breed. 
‘* Sharp versus Flat,” opined his Mentor, Srwon, 
** Sums human history from Apam down.” 
A creed with huge attraction for the Town. 
Man’s primal duty as a Business Being— 
And what is Being without Business worth ?— 
Is not to be a “‘ Flat,” that dire fate fleeing 
As quite the most degrading doom on earth. 
It means straight deed, and undistorted seeing, 
Faith, kindliness—all themes for crackling mirth. 
For truth, and tenderness, and non-avidity 
Are only minor phases of Stupidity. 
So Bazzarp held at heart, so hundreds hold 
Who tacitly subseribe Firp’s formulary. 
Bazzarp was a Bookmaker, shrewd and bold, 
At least he fancied so, though judgments vary. 
Race meetings knew him well, hens glances cold, 
Those red smooth cheeks, that raiment light and airy, 
Better indeed than seemed to quite comport 
With rightly balancing Shop versus Sport. 
And what has Babylon with Sport to do ? 
__ Woods hath it none, the fields from it are far gone ; 
Thence sallies f no spear-armed hunting crew 
Circling the chariot of some modern Sargon. 








And yet from Euston Square to Waterloo, 
From TATTERSALL’s to tavern-bars, its jargon 
Is all-familiar to the lips and ears 
Of cits and costers, publicans and Peers. 
Sport eall they it, the ‘‘ Sport of Kings” forsooth ! 
nD Aves Aon is royal, fever festive, 
The phrase may bear some touch of solid truth, 
Now Reason at the hackneyed rot grows restive. 
Pale -pinched faces of our Golden Youth 
Of kingly sportiveness are scarce suggestive, 
And old Swarrie, “ waiting for a taker,” 
Might sit for Bunyan’s grovelling Muck-raker. 
Its spell is o’er the Town, its sordid spell. ‘ 
It sways men’s minds from squalid Seven Dials 
To smug Cheapside and cynical Pall E 
Slang-motlied talk of tips, and torts, and trials, 
Absorbs the kindred souls of snob and swell ; kee 
Statesmen must plunge though War vent all its vials, 
And wits would leave a Supper of the Gods 
To spot a winner, or consult the odds. 
At TaTTEeRsALL’s or the Victoria, greed 
May wear a smarter garb, a smugger grace, 
Than ’midst the ragged raffs who crush to read 
The earliest record of the latest race 
On Fleet’s foul pavement ; but the fires that feed 
The vagrant’s veins, and flush his h face, 
Burn in the breasts of Bondsmen of the Pen, 
Club-Swells and Clerks, Nobles and Business Men ! 
Bazzarp beneath his broadcloth felt their flame 
In ever-growing force ; the ‘‘ modest flutter” 
In Trade’s slack intervals grew all too tame ; 
The ‘ Shop” seemed tedious, mere dull bread-and-butter 
Dully acquired: he’d fly at higher game— 
His luck was good, his failure seldom utter ; 
So brooded Bazzarp, and if spur or whip 
His purpose needed, there was Smaon FirP! 
If Bazzarp found the “‘ brass,” and Firp the “ brains,” 
Tint elt teen was not allowed to guess 
at tacit in, vanity so reigns 
In self-dubbed oracles of knowingness, ‘ 
That Bazzaxp might have huffed. J'nt their joint gains 
Swelled, and the Cit swelled also, » ith success. 
Until—he burst, as vulgar windbags do, 
Floored by the failure of one last grand coup ! 
Poor Business Man! Where was his shi ess now, 
His cynic coolness, and his noisy cheer 
‘* The veriest cocktail!” Fire declared ; his brow 
Damp with despair, his mouth awry with fear ! 
Fp never turned a hair, Su1on somehow 
Avoided quarters in the street Queer ; 
But Bazzarp, poor struck gull, was bound to drop, 
Tumbled ’twixt the two stools of Sport and Shop. 
The latter no more knew him, and no more 
The Rockery’s paths re-echoed his sharp 
A stranded wreck on Speculation’s shore 
He lay, a derelict. Toadies he had fed 
At many a feast, from young Lord BLUNDERBORE 
To faithless Firp himself, all cut him dead, 
de even the blatant, coarse Book ing crew 
Who flock and feed at fusty Waterloo! 
Years later, on a chill September day 
A dull suburban race-course echoed loud 
To one despairing shriek. What furious fray ‘ 
Whirls, like some human Maelstrém, that mad crowd ? 
Tossed hither, thither like a ball in play, 
Struck, torn at, garment-rent, pal, crimson-browed, 
A hunted wretch in abject terror fled 
Gasped forth a fruitless prayer, and dropped as dead. 
The cur-crowd, tiger-hearted, smote and thrust— 
A man-hunt, when so safe, is sport most rare !— 
Trampled the battered body in the dust, 
With broken limbs, eyes blinded, limp, half bare. 
A hideous sight! The brute-mob’s bestial lust 
Of eruelty found demonstration there ; 
There were dis ayed the civilising sort 
Of influences which move the World of Sport ! 
It was the Business Man! Poor broken knave! 
Torn like some stricken wolf by his own pack ! 
Half that mad throng, so prompt with stone and stave 
Were rogues than Bazzarp's self more base and black, 
Though in defence of lawless law so brave. 
The ery, ‘* Welsher!” on the vietim’s track 
That ruthless horde of race-course ours let slip, 
And he who raised the cry was—Sruow Furr! 








6@ 10 CORRESPONDENTS.—In po case can Contributions, whether M8,, Printed Matter, or Drawin urned 
Y ’ bs ’ g8, be ret unless accompanied 
by © Stamped and Directed Envelope or Cover, Copies of MS, should be kept by the Senders 
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gents for India:—Curier, Pacwan, & Co, 
ARD MATHEWS & COMPANY, Wh 
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THE ONLY 
ALATABLE NATURAL APERIENT WATER, 


POSITIVE CURE FOR STOMAOH, 
VER, AND KIDNEY AFFECTIONS, 


i remedy and specific for 
sTIP ATION. 

criptive Pamphlet with Testimonials, post frsé. 
5 } nists, ls. 6d. and 2s. per bottle. 
Secvtar Brrren Water Company, Limited, 

%, Snow Hill, London, EC. 





FORINFANTS 


SAVORY & MOORE, London. 
And of Chemists, &e., everywhere. 





CANTAB CIGARETTES. 


T éd. and ls. Packets or Boxes,in Aromatic 
‘ Turkish or Sweet Virginia. 
an ANTABS S are sold at Bewtar & Co.'s, 
tnd, and M43, Cheapside, London, and at 
eading Tobacconists in the Kingdom. 
A. | ZIC. HICALIOTTI, Manufacturer. 


SQUEEN 


TAB i My 
een, 












ZNO, 000, 000,| 


THE “ HALL i 


TYPE ~ WRITER. 





— 
The Times referred to this Machine on 1 as follows :—Mesers. Witnzxsy 
may claim the credit of having jntrodneed from anew TYPE-WRITER which 
PS Poop oes peer, * The principle of this beautiful little 
eee? oe yentedy fag pad on a desk or in @ railway carriage. * * * * 
A practised can achieve from 40 words & minute, which is a good deal faster 
than most peo 6 can writ 2 ae. PS fe 
stops, n &e, * ud 


Sennpeenans and all particulars post free from 
WITHERBY & O©O., 3250, High Holborn; and 74, Cornhill, London. 





, WONDERFUL 
: VELVETEENS 


AT 2/- A YARD. 


pares, in Market Street, Manchester, 
 & manufacturers of fine, first-class 
civeteens he gg TS. now well known all 
ey are fast pile and fast 

ear badiy, or be in any 


at are: fe she oy shoul iment 
LE new 
fpr not oti at 


1s" 8 will’ ve a 
all, TE aad e full cost 
theme hese bensiiful Velveteens, in 
re iat the most beautiful Colours now 
he quily ry teen 







at 3s 4s. 64. 
’ > yard. Public, waious’ 
‘ ge is, have to pay two or three 

» ce between manufac- 
1 ala price the consumer pays 
Merk 8! Searhonter 
bbs Varese 
ees i ot i bya. Le wis's 
‘tterns of these 
to judge by them- 
“Cua Street, 


nae their’ Velvetcens more 
for PATTERNS on an ordinary 


Cyiem os on all Orders to 
any a ein t reat in or Ireland. 
Whtx Wairine, rrtise wewtion Taw Parte. 


LEWIS’S 


IN MARKET ST., MANOHESTER. 


TRON FENCING. 


w 





of on te Snes 2 | of Iron and Wire Fence, 
fealty, Lawn-Tennis 
ne Wire Netting, Stable 


et- ae 
ee on application. 
ee .t has Wolverhampton. 


Lane, King William Street, E.C. 
‘Piasse aime this Paper. 


WORCESTERSHIRE 
SAUCE. 


HALF - PRICE. 


When Buying 
WORCESTERSHIRE SAUCE, 











The Onygen-Giving | Disinfectant. 


HARTIN'S CRIMSON SALT 


This unequalled preparation, 
mended by the highest Medical Authorities, 
is THE SAveevard ov tHe Home, an un- 
failing Fee vga from the perils of Smatu- 
Pox, Cuotega, Trenvs Fever, Drrn- 
THERIA, and all con’ diseases, 


A Snilling Bottle makes pan | gallons—see 
directions for 


If your Chemist is ont of Brock, & Shill 
Bottle will be sent to Afiy address ndldrosn free for 
Twelve Stamps by 


Hartin’s Crimson Salt Co., Ld, Worcester. 


FORTY MEDALS HAVE BEEN AWARDED FOR 


TOUCHENED GLASS. 





A PERFECT RESERVOIR PEN 
‘@ ANY PEN 


OF ORDINARY sie 
AND ANY*INK 
(MAY BETUSED, 


PRICE 


D3 6? 


ITECANNOT CORRODE, 
BEING MADE OF 


HARD VULCANITE 
FITTED WITH GOLD PEN 


5° a 7? 6? 
OF ALL STATIONERS, 


ALSO, THE 


“SWIFT”? WRITING INKS 


AND THE 
“SWIFT” STEEL =PENS 
Wholesale only 
of the Sole Manufacturers: 


THOS, DE LA RUE & CO. LONDON. 


PEPPER'S QUININE ano 
FOR GAINING IRON TONIC, 


STRENGTH, 
and develops the nervous energies, mien 
blood, Syemetes appetite, dispels languor 1 
fles e digestive organs. 
for neuralgia, indigestion, sven, best effec. 


remed) fr neu 
ng disease ses, &c. Hotties, 83 doses, 
Baia by Ohomniots Insist on having ao * Tonle, 











OCRLEBRATED ron Its 


Exrasonprm 
Millio: f artic 
use at the various Heaths si a 
B t ry ‘i ‘sor or 
uy ; a e = 4 or y 


TOUGHENED GLASS 60. Sissies, 


75, LEADENHALL 8TREBT, LONDO INDON, B.C. 


SKIN DISEASES CURED. 


SULPHOLINE LOTION removes ptions, 
redness, blotches, scurf,in a few days. Is 


fe ere. in eczema, psoriasis, prarige, 
t total liy ma Bold ever many deep 
ywhere, 


eru 








LEA & PERRING! SAUCE. 





*.* Bold Wholesale by the 
Cacesn & Buscuwsut, 3 
Retail by Dealers in 










COLT's 
DOUBLE-ACTION 
ARMY REVOLVER, 


as supplied to H.M. War Department. 


REVOLVE oy the United 
as 
tes G saat. 
takes the Colt and 
Winchester Magazine Jtifie cartridge, 44 
cours HOUSE REVOL 
DERINGER, for the Vest posmet ; best qualit 
A Colt’s Revolvers are used hover tues = 
LT'S DOUBLE-BARRELLED 6 
% MAGAZINE RIFLES, of ap and the Colonies. 
Price List free. 


COLT’S FIREARMS Co. ,l4, Pall Mall, Londoa 8. W. 








save Half the Cost by getting | 
HOLBROOK & CO.’S| 


Name in Red Letters on Black Ground. 


London Office, 165, Gresham House, E.C. 


ABBOTSFORD GRATES. 
MAPPIN & WEBB, 


| 158 to 162, OXFORD ST., LONDON, W. 


STOVE” CATALOGUES FREE. 





Guaranteed perfectly 
pure Cocoa Gocoa only. 





NINETEEN PRIZE MEDALS. 


Extract. 


Cocoa 


SULPHOLINE LOTION. 


u external means « curing, skin @ scans. cae 
an -_ on but w Y Yield % — 

bia ; me e to fade @ effect is 

., it, r° strove the. BE which 

on tak unsightly affections, and ensures s 

smooth, clear, ae beautifully fragrant, 

quite harmless. Sold by Chemists. Bottles, 3s. od. 


BRONZE HAIR.— 
En 


Rie maanee “Chatain Fonete” can 
@OLD MEDAL FOR CHAMPAGNZ 


of any colour by using 
AT THE 


SWINT R, 472, Oxford &., 
CALCUTTA EXHIBITION 


. 6d., 24. Por tinting grey or faded 
HAS BEEN AWARDED TO 


PERINET & FILS’ 
REIMS. 


DINNEFORD’S MAGNESIA, 


For ACIDITY or rus STOMACH, 
HEARTBURN, HEADACHE, GOUT, 
and INDIGESTION. All Chemists. 


(OLDEN HAIR.—ROBARE'S AUREOLINE 


pO ne KF the beautiful Golden Colour so much 

perfectly harmiess. Price 
6d. and Ws. 64., of all the prinei wh x 
ad Chemists throughout the wo Wholesale 
some, K. Hoverpex & Bons, 


THE BE st Al >HEAPEST 


| NATURA . APERIENT | 


H (mn padi WATER 




















Most Janos 
Pleut ail 


/ Aig bit AL 
































From the following scene, together with the fact of his never once using 
word in all his works, is it to be inferred that Shakespeare was unacquai 
iwith “SOAP”? 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARL—Serremsse 13, 1884. 





MACBETH, Act V., Scene 1.—New Reading. 


———— 








a ; sis, 
{! j (4 7 Fy, / 
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Iady Macbeth. What, will these hands ne’er be clean ? 
Gentlewoman. Ay, Madam. Here, for a shilling, is a sovereign remedy, fragrant of “ all the 
perfumes of Arabia”—PBEARS’ SOAP. 


| “lI have found it matchless for the hands ” . QRZ 
'and complexion.” i. ad 
ANE ce 





“| have pleasure in stating that I have 4 


used it for some time, and prefer it to any Ys ° 2, 


other.” 
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